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My Mary then was by my side, 

And wand’ring silent by the shore, 

We thought not that yon heaving tide, 
Would part us soon to meet no more: 
No more her song at early dawn 
Rings blithely mid her dewy bowers • 
No more I meet her on the lawn, 

Or watch her step among the flowers . 

The lark sings etc. 


Still by the shore her cottage stands, 

The flowers she loved are blooming there, 
But chill that heart and cold those hands 
That tended them with gentle care. 

The sun is sinking in the wave, 

My lonely path will soon be dark ; 

But I will sit beside the grave 
An<f hear thy parting song sweet lark. 
The lark sings etc. 




























































